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Darvil: composite of devil and evil 
prehistoric archetypal ghost 
direct descendent of Leo Africanus 


The war of the blossum was the name the Aztecs gave to a ritual 
war in which they took prisoners for sacrifice. It is metaphysics to 
say that the gods see men as flowers, to be so uprooted, trampled, 
cut down. 


Modernism in Literature, Bender, Armstrong, Briggum, 
Knobloch, Holt, Rinehart, Winston, 1977, p. 645. 


DARVIL 


I 
DARVIL 


z@ The trees spread their leaves into shadows and love bolts the 
blue ice. Darvil isseennear the river. He rides a black horse with 
wings like a knight in joust, in duel to save Ravine, the only one 
to whom he might speak. This courtly romance takes Darvil ten 
thousand miles. What Darvil lives and tells us is that he wears 
the human flower like a curse; death is the resting place for the 
undeserved heart. 


II 
LETTER FROM HARTFORD 


zw Snowfall. 1964. Darvil is a young mulatto boy at home and 
in love with a town dancer. The ministercomes to Darvil’s door. 
He waves a letter from Hartford out of the pocket of his robe. 
Once we know their names the letter killeth. Darvil lifts his hands 
to the minister’s face and explains his walk in November and 
how, mistakenly, he had stepped one foot on the president’s 
grave and held one foot in the world for hours. 


II] 
SMOKE AND JADE 


2 Theencloseddocument shows Darvil’s birth to be intentional 
and well crafted. This led to life of smoke and jade. As a child 
he caught a thimble brown rat falling from the cypress and the 
pine. All he had to do was to raise his hands and what fell was 
his. A black and white dog with no teeth. Black and white music 
from the transistor mouth of a classmate. Their music. Our music. 
The long hard hands of Art teacher wrapped around the necks 
of bad students. His hair the color of America. His eyes the color 
of America. His ears shaped like America. 


IV 
THE WORDSMITH 


ze Darvil trained early to become a wordsmith. His teachers 
placed him forward intohonors and backward next to the subway 
floor. What could one do to a boy with thick black glasses, 
smooth brown skin, large brown eyes, those ears? The pencil and 
papercircled the top of his crop. Wearing his Afro crew-cut, he 
could tap out words to that world and receive words from that 
world and read books. 


Vv 


JOHN STREET 
AND THE BERLIN POND 


%@ On Saturday on John Street we found the headless dog and we 
ran like thieves from its floating head. On Sunday Darvil left for 
the Berlin Pond where Johnny Roaches welcomed his line and 
hook. Fresh Flying Fish. Fish like a silver dollar. Heaven was 
quiet,uneventful. Darvilsignals toablooming Airedale ona raft 
in the middle of the lake. 


VI 


LAND OF HELL AND HONEY 


zw There are bees, a large city of bees, inside the back wall on the 
second floor of the storage house. For twenty years we watch 
brown honey crawl out of the pores in the wood. Each summer’s 
barbecue calls for a boast of rolls of money for the one black ass 
who could retrieve the golden harvest. What man could steal a 
sweetness as old and calm as the bumblebee? Their only replies: 
I’m not that tall. I’m not that drunk. Next summer Darvil joins the 
family in a walk beneath a swarm of bumblebees to search for 
lemures, hive, and honey in the land of hell and honey. 


VII 


WHEN A MAN LOVES A WOMAN 
LOVES A MAN 


ta Ravine was Darvil’s first girl until he met Isadora. Ravine 
headed for the rocks. Ravine had held his small palm and hislong 
fingers between each kiss. but it must have been her hair that 
held his almond eyes. Isadora had won Darvil’s heart for she 
made love alone. She loved alone. Darvil still speaks to Ravine 
each November night. Why had her shadow fled alone and rode 
a horse down the path of the Sleeping Fire? 


VIII 


LITTLE BLACK ACRES 
AND A WISH BONE 


ze Darvil’s family moved from Oklahoma to Alabama in the 
1920’s. The man stole a thousand oil fields and several pickaxes 
from their vegetable garden. The family kept their voices low 
traveling in the south, or for lessa wooden stake would be driven 
into their stomachs where it would turn into gold like the rivers. 
They arrived and spent their lives working a hundred and five 
acres of dust for the judge who stole their homes for a deed, a 
dude, a dime. They were given a tub of mud for Saturday night 
and a tiller without eyes. They would travel north in a Ford to 
Connecticut over mountain ranges beside long rivers near reser- 
vations where they would hear Indians cough in the night. 


IX 
THE MAD SONG OF DARVIL 


z It is 1950. The experimental state of Alabama. The U.S. 
government uses six inch needles to inject syphilis cells into the 
thick thighs of four-hundred black men without their knowledge 
and they are taken into a basement office in the name of their 
country. The red eye of the city doctor behind the mirror greets 
them. He calls out each of their names and presses a photograph 
of each splayed penis into a file. He places his knuckles to their 
jaws. The grizzled pulse and flared hearts of the men grow wild. 
Each year they gather near the river and raise their hands and 
voices in operatic shout-song tothe U.S. army. Their mothers try 
and settle the burning smoke under their skin and the dry ice in 
their lungs. Darvil sings along with these cave and city dwellers. 
Some of the men stay near the river and others move back to 
their tenement homes. Each cups his handand sings in tune with 


the creak of the world. 


X 


SUNDAY’S SPECIAL: 
HEAD HOG CHEESE 


ze Darvil prepared Sunday dinner on Thursday. Our minister, 
part-time bricklayer, Reverend Starling, built the family barbe- 
cue pit. The chimney smoke traveled several miles. One year it 
would crawl out from the roots of the collardgreens, and the next 
year it would settle into the black whips of the weeping willow. 
Darvil’s grandparents had worked hard from dawn to dusk each 
week for a fifty cent piece. Their hands pumped the soil and 
dressed the tables for the lords of the tops of trees. In a time of 
drought nets were thrown over their bodies, and they spun in 
their human cocoons like marbles rolled in the dust. They were 
awakened in Autumn. Harvest. The Lords and the Pumpers met 
in prayer with candlelight and wine, and they shared the same 
bathroom behind the town oak. Dinner was served. Darvil’s 
rather small mouth was able to pinch apart the artichoke and 
cauliflower salad with ease until he met up with the head hog 
cheese. Darvil’s job on Thursday was to clean the animal for 
haruspex and chitterlings. The pious pig burned for three days. 
On the first night it coughed, rolled, and sang shout-songs into 
the fire. Its teeth raked into the darkness. The second night its 
back rose slowly, spine kicking out the flames. At harvest home 
we found its head embedded in the trunk of a willow, the pig’s 
eyes full of blue smoke and cinder. 


10 


XI 


NIGGER HEAVEN ON A 
SATURDAY NIGHT 


zw Darvil’s first job: waiter in Nigger Heaven. At the exact time 
Darvil drove his feet across the dance floor he could mix and 
serve a martini, play three games of blackjack, one game of pool, 
kiss the ass of five women, flip a lit cigarette in the corner mouth 
of Miss Rose Head 1960, blues singer extraordinaire, place his 
left index finger into the bullet hole through the right elbow of 
a one-armed Viet Nam Vet., and jump over the backs of seven 
customers lined up to walk under the robe of the prophet of evil. 
Thrown out by a young Isadora, Darvil’s future was before him. 
He carried a gold-plated shit stick, a shoe shine box, and a snow 
shovel. Jobs for life in the city. The man came from surrounding 
towns fora blind shine and tipped Darvil’s little black hands with 
slot quarters marked for a juke box that rocked out tunes for the 
waiters and the cooks. The blue mirror behind the bar, nigger 
heavenin the shotglasses, niggerearth behind the liquor bottles, 
nigger night in a wash tub, nigger town on the t.v. Darvil saw 
himself wearing alligator shoes, a top hat, holding a white tipped 
cane. He tap-dived, hand clapped his favorite song acappella, 
danced ear to ear witha ten dollar sequin braced body, and called 
out to his holy body guard for two more drinks. Darvil became a 
three-tongued viper and he learned how to dance for his life in 
the alley and how to drink fire from aswollen pipe and how to live 
nineteen years on the subway floor. 
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XII 


GIVE THE MONKEY A NAME 


ze Darvil did not speak for seven years. At birth his parents and 
three scientists were careful not to initiate conversation and 
language in a child willing to ascertain the origin and nature of 
life forms, able to write down the distance and speed of a comet, 
willing to give their monkey a name, able to identify a meteor 
shower thrown from this planet and that star. Darvil was fed 
under the table in the stone garden, by aservantsworn tosilence, 
adietof mice andseaweed, thedriedandgroundbodies of beetles 
andblindworms. He was thenisolated below the cemetery of the 
estate and placed ina small cellar room with brick walls bathed 
in dust, a watercolor of a farm, a mazer bowl ona dumb waiter in 
the closet, one bare bulb, school desk, pine straw mat, anda short 
wave radio. The three hundred pound servant was found sleep- 
walking in the mountains, the left side of his head shaved, his 
hands scalded and blistered, pieces of silk sewn into his neck, 
walking and calling out the name of each brown bird and wild 
flower. 
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XIII 
JACK RABBIT 


ze Darvil’s favorite toy was a jack rabbit named Jack Rabbit, 
until the city council discovered it was worth more, a rabbit in 
every pot. A visit to its lair required waiting for hours to catch a 
glimpse or to risk a touch of its lavender fur. It was told by 
travelers and citizens in the local bars and barber shops that its 
fur was luck to rub, but others warned of looking into the rabbit’s 
eyes and making its ears rise. In three minutes the ears of the 
animal lover would disappear. The regal rabbit was given a gold 
cage. The townspeople left their hats, shoes, jackets, and a large 
music box at the rabbit’s feet. Their many children made Rabbit 
Pageant the event of the year. Clocks were given to the person 
most able to say rubber rabbits love cheese without smiling. Mr. 
and Mrs. Hare 1964 crowned with carrots. The black and white 
photograph of its hind legs would hang for a year in their living 
room. Darvil set out to recapture his jackpot. He dragged Jack 
Rabbit from its down mattress and into the storage shed at the 
town park. His sharp fingernails accidentally pulled the rabbit 
out of its skin. Darvil sped out of town driving Isadora’s Cadillac. 
He ran a red light and hit parked cars. The jack rabbit’s head was 
seen, by several witnesses, roped to the steering wheel of the 
stolen car. A passing state trooper jack-knifed in pursuit, and he 
watched Darvil crash into the front door of a roadside bar and 
grill, its neon sign behind the counter flashing, special: rarebits 
well done. 
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XIV 
DARVILS MUSE 


te Darvil breeds his own cross and crown and composes in the 
language of rats in a choir under his earthly empty seat. Each 
morning he pleads and prays and weeps in a human voice unable 
to accompany thunder, volcanic wind, heed noise. Darvil breeds 
his own cross and crown. He is born from the pale snake and 
wicked pig and he turns to the open window backstage to watch 
the snow rise between the fence rail and black hooves. The muse 
begins and we call it human as it sleeps and we call it human as 
it wakes. Darvil breeds his own cross and crown. He hears the 
singing of the earth men and their ruby dolls. 
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XV 
THE BLUES GUITAR 


z@ One can learn about the blues living in Tulsa during a killer 
frost and by picking from the stem of winter collards, and the 
phantom notes of the blues can be taught by listening to the 
chorus under the bare feet at dawn under the pine and snow, by 
the meeting of stone and water, and the splittimg seed. The 
windows are breaking in the storm cellar. There is a clock radio 
with large brown dials on the screen porch. The blanched hooves 
of the farm animals thunder in their floating stall. One can sing 
about digging up mud and potatoes for two world wars and 
countless half-world wars. How does one keep time to music 
plantedwith ahoeandgroomedbya tillerwhichturns out a tune 
accompanied by a single inhuman voice and then thrives like a 
congregation walking into the baptismal waters? One uneven 
step into the winter garden and nothing in the soil can be saved. 
The moaning chords of the blues echo behind each ball and 
chain and one hides where one can sleep. 
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XVI 
DARVILS CALIFORNIA WEDDING 


«@ There is no place on earth fora wedding between Isadora and 
the son of a devil who live inside a geodesic dome of glass under 
the same brown stars and cheap moon and cater to bean bag 
music, dry flowers, and bitter wine. There isa place in the city for 
a wedding betweena third floor apartment and first floor antique 
clothing shop and across the busy street from the mis-q bar and 
gill with pool-room sharks and gamblers who fall off their stools 
and bark to their aging wives and smart children and fall asleep 
to wish for a throne of their own and to bea king for their queen 
anda son of the devil. There isa place in the earthquake state for 
a wedding down the straight and narrow aisle and the entire 
congregation can hold fast to the pew and candelabra and the 
bride and groom can join hands and arms and legs to embrace for 
a one hour kiss and a lifetime together between king and queen 
and the son of a devil. 
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XVII 
O BIRD 


zw Darvil releases Tumbler pigeons from their wire cases for 
sudden flight and a somersault. No other bird can rise and dip 
and turn a clear ransom for the wind. On earth a long stray cat 
rips out each of their throats. Darvil falls to one knee to touch 
their powder wings. 


XVIII 
DARVIL IN THE WILDERNESS 


zw There is Darvil in the wilderness and laughter deep in his 
throat. Darvil paints a portrait of a black woman with a fine 
brown frame. A three-part woman, the one in the kitchen; she 
feeds her young children. She teaches them to read their books 
and to create magic out of bones. A three-part woman, the one 
in Mother Africa; she walks the road and brings in the milk. She 
sings like aflowerin the night and her voice is heard around the 
world. A three-part woman, the one in school; she learns she is 
awoman with aname. She has the knowledge of the stars and the 
history of ten thousand queens. There is Darvil in the wilderness 
and laughter deep in his throat. 
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XIX 


DARVIL RIDES A SUBWAY IN 
NEW YORK CITY 


x Each morning Darvil travels by subway and reads the Daily 
News through Queens, Manhattan, and into the Bronx far past 
Harlem, and he writes a love letter to the ferryboats crossing the 
New York Bay into the Hudson River. How does one take a safe 
tide into a city built like a pyramid through a tunnel carved out 
of stone or feed on a floating lunch inside a canoe of dry air or 
hold to the side of a driverless centipede thrown like a slingshot 
caravan heaving empty cups and wine bottles into the undertow 
of the underworld? 
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XX 


THE FOURTEENTH YEAR IN 
A GREAT WAR 


z They cover themselves with wax and the hide of oxen and 
stagger out of the attic and cellar and watch invisible arrows 
pierce the backs of their children and in the fourteenth and final 
year in a great war they will climb down from the trees holding 
their clocks and flares and they will enter hell proper and say 
nothing and have nothing to do and they will die in their sleep. 
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XXI 
OMAN 


z Darvil often ran away from home and once for thirty-three 
years. He will practice life for ten playing the blues guitar 
incorrectly, upside down with his left hand, deliver for six, bread 
and flowers to the doors of each home in the village of Wilming- 
ton, walk for eight to his home town in Oklahoma to dig out its 
ancient burial grounds insearch of the New EnglandClaw, travel 
for seven by mule and boat to the town of New Britain to observe 
the people who are born with two tongues and who make jewels 
out of stone, tap dance for two on a wooden bridge above the blue 
holes of hell until the animals sway and snarl before him. 
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XXII 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF NINE GENRES 


zw This is a petrachan sonnet for the end of the world. It begins 
with the death of a prose poem about the polish, blacks, and 
puerto ricans at the beggar’s wedding to a ballroom dancer in 
New Britain, Connecticut. There is a villanelle sitting beside 
two swollen faces of children asleep in the smoke and grease of 
the barroom kitchen. This is the verse epistle written to our next 
door neighbor, a naked dancing russian bear, who lives alone in 
his third floor flat and appears at each family barbecue on his 
porch with his genitals cut out twenty-nine years before by a boy 
soldier wearing gloves in one final act of war. There is a georgic 
didactic descriptive verse inside the washing machine knocking 
against the oak tree and it shows how its belly cut off three of 
Aunt Callie’s fingers andathumb. This is the triple sestina found 
scattered at the factory gate with my father’s hands stirring the 
white fires, his fountain of beauty rocking inside a metal drum. 
There is a haiku behind a locked door in the parlour at the end 
of summer. This is becoming a novel prospectus about two 
fishing villages, one in North Carolina, the other in El Salvador, 
and both have only one street light flashing yellow. There is the 
envoi anda last line with a man holding up one ear of a dog and 
the scalp of a peasant. 
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XXIII 
MAYHEM AND THE ROSE 


( A tragi-comedy in Twelve Acts) 
Act | 


ze Mayhem shifts his sweat-band. The sun on this July 4th 
afternoon is reaching 120°. It only adds to his discomfort and 
emotional distress. I can’t take anymore of her contrived bullshit, 
barked Mayhem. He isa dark, tall, but somewhat grisly man. His 
long arms and legs make his tight bald head that much more 
central to his strange disfigurement. He uses cigarettes as if they 
were vital organs in his perpetual existence. Smoke is a normal 
function of his body. I’ll show her who runs this house, he bellows 
impatiently. 
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XXIV 


Act II 


za His wife Rose playfully enters the thirty-room house. It has a 
chimney oddly shaped like a ship, with each porthole releasing 
long streams of smoke that circle into the open sky. No Santa 
dares to enter its empty dark tunnel. Rose has small hands and a 
forgiving face. Over the years she becomes the Maid-of-Honor in 
this magical house. She glances momentarily at Mayhem who, 
after his evaluation of Rose, is simmering and catching up with 
himself. He enjoys ice-cream, and Oolong tea on Saturday. The 
composure did not last long. Where the hell have you been,! he 
screams. It has been sixteen hours since you left to pick up the ice- 
cream. It’s probably turned into the Fountains of Babylon by now. 
Mayhem’s head seems to lift off his shoulders. 
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XXV 
Act Ill 


z Rose turns and carefully searches Mayhem’s aluminum eyes. 
She lifts her wrist and sees that her Christmas watch has stopped 
breathing. I have nothing to say you bastard. She sits back in her 
bean bag and smiles with quiet indignation. With revengeful 
disgust, Mayhem pushes Rose into the fireplace and reaches for 
the sofa. Like Pete Rose at home-plate, his great arms smash it 
against the staircase. Why do you torture me like this? All I ask of 
you are simple tasks. You cannot function as the wife I intended you 
to be. I will not give you a chance to escape. 
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XXVI 
Act IV 


zw In her usual manner Rose would have nonchalantly moved 
along, dusting silver spoons and forks. Instead her eyes darken 
and Mayhem is mesmerized by what had once been an innocent 
face. I'll not give you that chance to have my soul again. Why don’t 
you go back to the treasures of your lost home,? she demands. Why 
don’t youtr to say something intelligent for once in your life? You act 
like a bald headed fool. 
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XXVII 


Intermission 


z@ They young boy next door, whose parents suspiciously had 
named Darvil, spreads the word. The entire block knows of the 
disturbance. Soon it will be known throughout the old village of 
Wilmington. Darvil discovers the feud while walking through 
Mayhem’s vegetable patch, looking for artichokes. The great 
battle is about to begin. 
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XXVIII 


Act VI 


te I, I think it’s time I beat you, Rose answers in a babbling 
response. Mayhem softens up immediately. He is shocked. He 
cannot understand her motivations for wanting to beat him after 
twenty-five years of marriage. The years flash by like along string 
of motor-bikes and leap across the sharp horizon of distant sand 
dunes on Wrightsville Beach. Now, Rose, let’s talk things over! he 
thunders. You are acting like an old Salem witch. I never meant to 
upset you. Can’t you accept the simple fact I am the man of this house. 
You must obey my every wish. 
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XXIX 


Act VII 


ze ~The house is surrounded by a small group of on-looking and 
on-hearing of the feud, neighbors, bob-cats and campus police 
from Wilmington College, who stand by to watch this war of the 
wizards. Darvil’s sharp eyes are on the door of the house. It is 
action this small village of Wilmington has never encountered 
before. Two people in battle. One wishing to beat on the other. 
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XXX 


Act VIII 


t@ Itcan bea quiet afternoon in Wilmington. Mayhem and Rose 
often listen to the soft singing of the lyrebird. But on this 
occasion it sounds like the shout-songs of American blacks in 
New York City. Rose wonders if she ever did exist outside of his 
home. He has done so much tokeep her under the carpet. It is the 
pressure of being a twenty-four-hour housewife, for so little 
compassion, that has led to this frightful confrontation. 
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XXX] 


Act IX 


z@ Mayhem reaches over to grab Rose with his claw-hands. She 
runs and falls up the stairs, holding on to the loose bannister. She 
comes back down with a gun. It appears to be a Saturday Night 
Special. Try to crush me and] will wash you into the Cape Fear River, 
says Rose, as she adamantly points the gun at his size twenty feet. 
He backs away unwillingly, as to not provoke her into using this 
dreadful weapon. 
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XXXII 


Act X 


% Rose could not believe Mayhem. I can’t stand you. This was 
not part of our contract. Every time I try to do magic from my own hat 
you slap my face. Mayhem is kneeling on the floor, feeling like a 
small man. Maybe he can escape her deadly charge in time. 
Suddenly, Rose throws down the gun. Mayhem is confused. He 
has failed to capture his most precious prize. Somebody who has 
worked for him all his life is leaving. Rose runs the hell out of the 
house. 
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XXXII 


Act XI 


z@ It is late evening. The sun has disappeared behind the mast- 
arches of the chimney. The crowd outside now includes the 
pharmacist, mailman, and a squad of cub scouts. 
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XXXIV 


Act XII 


x Rose turns to give Mayhem a final message. You can’t touch 
me now. The rules of commandment are broken. You just couldn’t 
separate love and power. We are living in a cave. Rose leaves behind 
Mayhem who now stands in his highest form, covering his face 
with aGoodhousekeeping towel. The bits of broken furniture fall 
to the floor ina mist. And the gun, leaking water, adds to his own 
cry. Holidays for a genie are not entirely love and brains. 
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XXXV 
Epilogue 


ze She gets into her car and roars away. 
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XXXVI 


THE DEATH OF A SOUTHERN BELLE 
GONE WITH THE WIND 


ze Her father died as she had lived. She became pregnant by her 
father in a tub of olive oil and lavender, and he drowned. She 
walked into her church like a weather-vane thumb’s up to a 
firestorm and a small town newspaper records how the southern 
belle bakes the ham and plums the cake and calls her country 
god. The steeple throws a shadow into her mirror. She wakes. 
The light wraps around her legs. The clock burns above her head. 
She weeds the flower garden and the lice in her mother’s hair. 
She turns a page of her bible, and she listens to the wind circle 
her bed. She will sleep with the confederate dead. The parakeet 


whistles in her womb. 
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XXXVII 
THE PRINCESS AND THE AMPUTEE 


2@ She married. There is no telling what he learned. She leaves 
for the Army Reserve each summer to learn how to fight and to 
sodomize the captain of the artillary. She knows her husband 
may die today. He may fall into her arms. She may call out his 
name. The newspaper will record how his life was spared for a 
short time. There were no children. Relatives were difficult to 
find. She reads her poetry once a month. She has three wishes 
and luggage. News organizations call her to request interviews, 
negotiate contracts, movie scripts, and to discuss the life of a 
princess and the amputee. 
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XXXVIII 
DARVIL JOINS THE COAST GUARD 


ze ~The Navy sinks three nuclear submarines off the North 
Carolina coast near Ugly Town. The Public Recovery of Atomic 
Submarines Committee launches a campaign to persuade the 
public that lives are safe and free from harm. The submarines will 
be brought to the surface by inflatable nets sewn by homeless 
workers at the inner city campgrounds on Princess Street. Cheap 
labor. Good tans. The water will be made safe if one boils it in 
copper kettles for twelve hours with sea salt and chitlins in steel 
drums. Serves a family of two on the Cape Fear River. A sonic 
boom or the cry of a sea monster? The citizens demand to know 
what stalks their neighborhoods. The Navy submerges its grand 
fleet of neptune polly wogs. The captain of Wog #1 orders his 
men to collect specimens of sperm and egg from Forest Hills and 
Figure Eight Island. “Figure Eight sperm,” the coroner reports, 
has become mutant and deranged; follicles of pink hair grow out 
of the forehead of our citizens.” 
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XXXIX 
DARVIL ON A WHITE HORSE 


z@ Darvil is crowned King of the Azaela Festival Parade. Darvil’s 
feast is prepared by the Dixie Grill, Mis-Q Bar, Barbary Coast, 
and Orton’s Pool Hall staff, and in the tradition of the American 
west, the parade opens with a cleavage of horses and a chorus of 
cowboys in drag and half asleep, dudes in studs in up the ass 
fashion. The parade begins on Castle Street and ends in Ugly 
Town. The parade route never changes. The mayor throws 
reindeer teeth to the crowd. The city council dress like frogmen 
and worship the devil in rubber suits at Airlie Gardens. 
Professors from Ugly-U march in their wingtips and pray for rain. 
The flowers sent around the world have no smell this year. There 
is one room in the library on the wit and steel of the war dead, 
cotton balls, trumpet and crowd, candlewax and blood sausage, 
senator and Klan, boxer and boat, musician and water, Thalian 
and bones, archer and clam digger, beans and believers. 
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XXXX 
DARVIL AND GOLF 


x Darvil joins the Cape Fear Club. The bones of the members 
are white. Darvil simply sheds his skin fora day. He listens. Their 
voices fill the underground tunnels of Ugly Town. The human 
voice can kill. The members give their word. They grew up 
pulling the strings of chatty kathys to anybody who would listen 
and they preserve the older models of the doll in their trophy 
cases behind the bar in front of the mirror and each year they 
award a rubber doll to the last remaining soldier at the south of 
the border ranch and the professor speaks on how humans crave 
knowledge and longevity in spheres of divinity, rapture, and 
unnamed science and philosophy. Six weeks in the back room is 
deafening. They speak like snakehandlers and volcanic ash 
stains their teeth. 
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XXXXI 


FURS GAVE THE LESBIAN A 
HEART ATTACK 


ze Furs gave the lesbian a heart attack and her father a subway 
token and her mana train ticket to Philadelphia and his mother 
a floral arrangement and her gay husband a customized van and 
nose job and his son a rosary and his girlfriend a college degree 
and her ex-father a dozen condoms and his adopted daughter free 
rent for life and her boyfriend a transistor radio clip for the 
dashboard and his best man a shave and his bastard dog a dental 
plan and its master a shoe horn and his doctor a box of kleenex 
and his student South Street and Aristotle Was a Slave wet tee shirt 
and his grandfathera ticket to St. John’s Museum of Outsider Art 
and Literature and its vision of the Carolina Apartments and one 
artist who paints the beach bully each day and the city fountain 
outside the building and its petrified statue wore a mink and his 
rat teeth on the caboose made holes in the canvas and his 
tentacles and fur gave the lesbian a heart attack. 
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XXXXII 
THE DARVIL VIRUS 


% One day you will step into the hunger of gravity in your 
backyard and the virus will enter your heart and claim your 
blood. It will tamper the night and soul. They will find nothing 
inside your body. It sleeps with you. You will notice nothing. 
You take your own pulse in a paralyzed body. You will see your 
twin in the mirror. Your heartbeat will accompany the pain. You 
will throw yourself into the arms of those who will attempt to 
burn the virus in smoke and jade. The virus spins under the skin 
and enters the spine like a waltz. It breathes with you. You place 
your hands over your eyes. You learn there is only a body count 
and turn of the wheel to the ramp and the world. 
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XXXXIII 
THE GLITTER OF DOROTHY’S SHOES 


z@ Darvil gives his grandmother, Dorothy, the seeds from four- 
o'clock flowers and her hands turn blue like a woman who each 
night throws burning coal into the pit. Inn Keeper to Eve, she 
wears no family name. Darvil opens the door and begins his 
journey into the world, his march of glory, indexed, alphabeti- 
cally screwed, sea-home wreckage of the moon’s grace. 
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XXXXIV 
BULLDOGS AND GRANDFATHERS 


t® Darvil’s grandfather,Leo Africanus, is home shining his shoes. 
He tells a story: The Woman of the Midnight Sail and how she sang 
jazz notes to the blackbirds and owl eyes and the wild horses and 
naked men marched to the tower to find their children fertilized 
in chilled lanterns. She was the woman who pulled elephant 
tusks, deadweeds, and burgundy branches out of her garden and 
when the rocks and fire came down from the black heavens she 
laughed until the city dog wrapped in grape leaves moaned at her 
door as the chariot’s wheel turned and the underground caribou 
reached the corners of the world and we were more than ruined. 
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XXXXV 


DARVIL MEETS 
HIS COLLEGE PROFESSORS 


z Darvil entered Biloxi University and majored in :English at the 
age of ten, a bright and nimble lad. In elementary s.-chool at New 
Britain High School he was given the soft shoe and shuffled 
from lower to higher levels at the whim of his s.iuperiors. His 
principal and teachers had no idea what to do wlth a lad who 
knew too much. They were in awe of his magnificent eyes 
and feet. His memory was grand. His writing im1perial prose. 
In first grade he wrote his first short story 
Booo0000000000000000000000000 ( with exactly ::27 o's) a 
Hal-loween story with hoblins and goblins who influeruced the 
stock markets on Wall Street. In college he learned a few details 
from a few professors. One was pleasant. She wrote arid 
presented papers to the World Court on the great literature of 
women and ethnic writers. One Mr. Computer. His mouth 
clicked like his IBM. One a Freshman essay. He directed the 
English faculty into the realm of rubrics and _ dictated 
methodology lulce processed cheese. One ex-chairperson- 
woman-southern-slavecowner-broad. She gathered gold dust on 
summer excursions. Buffulo Bob rides her saddle again. Folk 
and yolk of the southern storm. 
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Vacation. Civil War. One old guard M.A. lifts her blouse, high 
heels, and the sea world boils at her knobby feet. Late Retire- 
ment. One a Southern Belle whose broad chest and bright eyes 
bounced without a mate. She wore leather patent shoes, a rose, 
and each night she sat alone in her rocker and sang tunes to 
herself and had a mysterious medieval dream-vision arm-in-arm 
with aprince who taught Shakespeare to tobacco farmers and the 
symphony of a calm world grew at their feet in her summer 
garden. Double Retirement. One a man without words or sex. 
Old World pomp and saddle soap. Creative Writing. Journalism. 
No longer his domain. Neverhis domain. One Mr. Computer II. 
Professor X with a wife, adaughter, a dog. One a Black Professor. 
He is Pleased to be with the department. Fat man rides the 
elevator after five lunch breaks and twenty dinner engagements. 
Swollen ass and feet. One a Guru for the World and Universe. 
Flowers. Smiles. Ambiance in a plain brown wrapper. One 
Alcoholics Anonymous. Autonomous. Broken Heart. Broken 
Verse. Hobby Horse. New House. One a Consultant. She rents 
storage rooms for her files. 10,000 hand-outs per semester. A 
charm. A grown woman. Eats with a napkin at the right time. 
Favours. Coffee Unnecessary. New Job. One separated and 
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divorced from wife and classes. England Now and Forever. Early 
Retirement. One a pain in all parts of his body. Wife. Home. 
Army Reserve. One a Ms. Dean. Former Composition Cop. 
Future Leader of a Small Band of Administrative jackels. No 
more Lucky Strikes. One ex-chairman. Mr. Chocolate Chips. 
Bicycle and Jazz. Mrs. Chips. Future Dean. Somewhere. One ex- 
director of the writing universe observatory for social diseases. 
Soap Opera Sam. Gone. Several lecturers: Computer Muse #1 
Willie Neslon learns how not to write on a computer #2 Texan 
from Paris. Armadillo toothbrush. Alone. Lone Star. Future 
Marine in Lebanon. Male writer and a gun. ABD delicious. 
Hobby Poet. #3 is shorter than one has ever seen him. Dr. Do 
Wrong. All one needs is a Ph.D. Poets: Dead or Alive. Dream of 
the M.F.A. on his office door. One dollar for a scholar. Creative 
Writing cannot be taught. Wants to teach Creative Writing. 
Someone who is “remarkably unperceptive about his own be- 
havior.” 10,000 Poetasters per square inch. Three women writers 
and a broom. Anonymous letters. Anonymous sex. Anonymous 
drinkers. Beretin Winter in Paris. The standard I.Q. of aMacho- 
Lover. Bourbon and brains at the office. Haughty Hobby Poets. 
Three string bean women writers without sex. Collards and grits 
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stuffed into their wombs. Nasal drip and vacuum fresh. Compo- 
sition as Death. The Chancellor and Vice Chancellor serve 
Kool-Aid at the annual Faculty Christmas Party where nineteen 
black servants bake his god-damned Georgia ham. The Vice- 
Chancellor with a fishing pole up his mule ass says, ‘you are not 
listening, son, to his slave-professors. The university is on fire. 
Darvil graduates with full honors from Biloxi University with a 
diploma, wash bucket, and a rubber fire hydrant. He may piss 
where he pleases. Into the mouth of the lecturer thieves, liars and 
tramps. Darvils Unite!. Darvils Unite! Destroy the Offices of 
Basketball and Baseball. Abolish the School of Bootstraps and 
Lace. Let us join together for a moment of prayer for the 
university classroom! 
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XXXXVI 
DARVIL AND THE 4th OF JULY 


z =Darvil marches one two three four one two three four to the 
podium at the Viet-Nam-Hiroshima memorial to proclaim his 
conscientious objection to all wars. On this day he begins to 
teach his children to recognize no state no war no bargain in the 
tib cracking red necking jargon thrown down from the men of 
war and fame. On this sad and simple day in the millennium of 
days he places the world underwater and claims no borders no 
tule no flags no land no fuel for the nuclear spittle mined in the 
mouths of the green-skinned men who carry the sword and 
human bone. Darvil runs from the podium screaming Hiroshima- 
Viet-Nam Hiroshima-Viet-Nam. He climbs into thick armor and 
diver’s gear andleaps into thecoral sea. He dives deeper until the 
echo of the bomb crawls out of his inner ear like a psalm. Darvil 
reaches for his second suit and revolutionary garb and fingers the 
vertebrae of the U.S.S. North Carolina and the underbelly of a 
gatling gun and he rises to the surface a man. 
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XXXXVII 


INDIAN BLUES 


ze Darvil tells a story of the weary traveler there is no rest for the 
weary with seven children on a journey to the central southwest 
inside a rail car and how the children rock in the corner and 
shake like freight handles under a brake car and bleed slowly in 
their straw beds. Darvil learns he is part Indian. Citizen. Darvil 
becomes Indian. The train arrives at a lake bed of sand. The 
conductor with long black braids sits in a caboose holding a 
microphone and announces there is one Indian in love with 
America. This lone Indian can teach children how one can look 
to the sky and see what appears to be smoke rings but there is no 
need for alarm. It is onlya sudden mist rolling off the trees, a voice 
of a god in the shape of a god. Thumb cut on a tin cup, there is 
one Indian in love with America. One can learn to exchange 
clothes for food and rock for water in the Superstition Mountains 
in Phoenix, Arizona, inside the coastal caves in Spain. Each 
month the Indians serve black cohosh tea on their front porch 
in the Petrified Forest, cut corn together and throw ten thousand 
hulls into the earth and stomp them into hours of smoke and 
corn and their death wings become ash and circle the camp ina 
battle to save their land caught in the ambush, living in a war 
zone painted on maps and treaties in the Hopi hills and written 
by hand in the falling sky. One looks into a wishing well the way 
one looks into a fire. 
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XXXXVIII 
DOG TAG RAG 


@ This journey from Asia to the Middle East to Central America 
begins at 3:00 a.m. inside a concrete shelter beneath a ghetto in 
Detroit and we lift our parachutes and sit still and wait for the red 
light. We leave the Concorde and land on our feet near a battery 
of beardless classmates and blue collar workers in a private duel 
for pensionand prayer. The lottery of ball and chain at 6:00 a.m. 
We kneel for hours. We drag our ankles and toes and lift our 
buttocks to sixteen needles. Plasma drains from our noses. The 
arms grow long and weary. We are the invisible men looking for 
a one year fix, human vampires who bomb the soft church bell 
and hospital bed. High Noon. Darvil listens to the Motown 
sound and a rotating world grates under his feet. He shines his 
black boot with liquid morphine. He carries one blind eye of the 
enemy ina glass jar. He writes a post-card to his grandmother. It 
bears his signature and serial number. She receives the glass jar 
and a miniature flag. She dances a dog tag rag and collapses at the 
kitchen door. The young soldier’s helmet is tossed into a body 
bag stuffed with congressional stars. Your life and your name 
are written in a book. This is your life son. 
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XXXXIX 


DARVIL MEETS JAMES BROWN IN 
HARLEM AND NEW ORLEANS 


za Please, Please, Don’t Go 

Harlem. 1962. Apollo Theater. Ain’t no potatoe like blackberry 
jam. Darvilsits three rows and three hours before show time front 
stage his elephant ears and alligator eyes drift to a black cajun a 
drummer like a waterfall in the rocky mountain fat back Ameri- 
cana rent party ona twenty four hour street corner rock and roll 
born and stamped grade A by the bastard blues and subway 
humming birds feed on race records found sunny side up on a 
brownstone Victrola 78’s thrown to a black bottom mama by a 
big daddy in a nine piece suit woven in the harlem renaissance 
fire hydrant hot sauce hand out by a social worker in a farmer’s 
market mango pie in the glove compartment of a three story 
Cadillac collards in every black ass pot a green banana in every 
two door garage mast head alley cat wrecking crew in grand 
central station grease on the ankle shoe shine pullman porter on 
a bag pipe anchors away on a continent of the five and dime 
window cleaner on the fifty-nineth floor juke joint catfish band 
in New Orleans. Try Me. 1982. Mississippi Queen floats ona red 
river midnight saxophone, like a full moon carousel of bourbon 
and beer baroque barbecue goat ribs alligator pie mardi gras 
mambo street car lizard smokes a cuban cigar five minutes to 
show time ain’t no potatoe like blackberry jam. 
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L 
RIVER OF THE DEAD 


z@ Darvil is a dead boy ina dead land and the blind zebra brings 
the boy king to the elephant graves and he pees into the ivory 
tusk and his hands are calm as his head shakes and his eyes shut 
tight and the spirits in the smoke and death toss the bamboo 
knives into skeletons who pace the bridge and fall over our land 
like claws. There is a drum over the mountain between the river 
and the city of the dead and it gives us a story with children and 
a journey of a village and its animals. Darvil is a dead boy ina 
dead land and winter falls over our land like claws. There is a 
drum over the mountain between the river and the city of the 
dead and it gives us a story of the boy king who guides a dugout 
canoe to the elephant graves and walks over the city with the 
skeletons who cross the bridge into flames and a shadow falls 
over our land like claws. 
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LI 
THE GHOST OF SOUTH AFRICA 


zt [tis a curse and it is written in a book, Darvil’s sudden birth 
on a kitchen floor in downtown Johannesburg. His lips are 
enlarged to allow him air to breath below the earth in search of 
diamonds. The ghostis Biko. The black citizensaresettled outside 
their land their only food the flesh of pink mannikins grown in 
rows where the water rises in fields in their homes and rises in the 
marble halls up to the palace steps of the president’s room. On 
the president’s bedroom wall is a painting with the petrified 
fingers of a man cold as knives thrown into a cell wall. The ghost 
is Biko. A large fish eye window observes the world. Above the 
fireplace behind the oil painting is a safe. It cannot be opened. 
The keys and number have been altered. Inside the safe are gold 
coins and the eggs of children in glass boxes. The black eggs are 
mere stones. The white eggs are mere stones. The ghost is Biko and 
the curse will never leave this country where it is written: without 
their hands without their feet without their eyes they will live they will 
live. 
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Lil 


REQUIEM FOR THE TWENTY-FIRST 
CENTURY 


vz ~The man locks Darvil behind these dark and burning bars in 
a swollen jail like a knife at the back of the neck and into his 
heart under absolute night and he is asleep on the street and a 
slow kiss of gin and music begins to boil in his eyes and he ends 
his day in Harlem behind bars in search of the Connecticut River 
and life becomes dust the minute a train whistle curdles the ears 
and he finds himself in the blue bark rubber tree at the edge of 
Harlem forest full of light and a buckwheat bin of heroin at his 
feet and the blackeye pea hovers above his head above a toilet 
inside a stool pigeon apartment next door to the sheriff and he 
hears the echo of the bright angels who drive a taxi and sell 
their blood to the underworld and he becomes the gemstone 
confidence man and a prime mover in Harlem real estate who 
rises in a world beyond the world and the stars, moon, and ocean 
align with mother mulatto and he blows a kiss to wealth and 
blood ina five and dime rest home and he awakes in his urine like 
astone ass frigate with ice cubes between his legs and he believes 
he is on fire godand he is not in love, tonight, a ripe rope tightens 
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between his puppet legs and he falls backwards into the Apollo 
Theater and takes a drink of applejack forthe pain begins to twist 
in his backbone and inside his brain and he finds the crowd in a 
rage of sex, wind, and remembrance and he sees a man who holds 
his sex in his charred hands and watches a low target missile silo 
ona midnight raid rise three stories between his frosted legs into 
what he thought was a rubber doll but the electric socket tells its 
story and the crowd goes wild and they wipe their foreheads with 
dish rags and pig ass and he looks out the window and sees a high 
flying city chicken above his head and a limosine drives the jazz 
crowd home for bread and milk and shower and he believes he is 
at the Cotton Club and feels like a rat in a pill box and he coughs 
on the subway train and hears jazz under the royal jam and the 
jack-o-lanternsand it gives him hope and sufficient sleep to wake 
and read poetry under the angelic street lamp like a black tempest 
in the unforgivable world of color and rage and he finds he is at 
the center of the black and bronze god on streets paved in high 
yellow in front of a rent party and to enter he must place his face 
against a candle and a paper bag for if the right color and right 
match is too dark and wrong color he is thrown out on the street 
and he has ten minutes to find a home in the alley and he looks 
above his head and sees a neon figurine in front of his turkey red 
eyes and tries to carry her home and in the morning he finds a 
twenty dollar bill tied to his toe and a pig’s foot burns between 
his legs andhe jumps from the fire escape like a jackel in the snow 
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and turns his eyes and falls back asleep and knows he has to 
leave this share-cropper newsstand on both legs or he will ignite 
in heaven and he sees a shoe shine boy who looks like his son 
lick the monkey feet of the money man for a two cent tip and a 
fish head and he is drowsy and falls on his knees and needs a free 
market resurrection against the cold, thick, Sunday morning 
three minutes to dawn and the children, mothers, fathers, enter 
their church in twos and he cannot tell them about Birmingham 
for the ropes will be pulled and the bells will be heard and he 
covers his face with ice and leaves his tie at the dry cleaners and 
pulls down a cab and falls out in front of a juke joint and learns 
it had burned down last night like angel wings in hell and he 
feels the subway under his feet and looks down into the grill and 
sees a trail of covered wagons and slave ships and his address 
changes before his eyes and he cannot remember his name, this 
place, these people and there is bread on the floor and outside his 
cell a rat shouts on the telephone and the naked jailer places a 
penny in each of his eyes and prays for his soul to heal where it 
sleeps and his hour is gone and he rides into Harlem ona buffalo 
and leaves Harlem on a buffalo on his way to Connecticut and 
he wears cowboy boots and a gold lasso on his neck and he heads 
westward and then back around the world with a tale of one 
long shadow of a man and the story will be like sweet fire and the 
story will be like sweet fire: a requiem for the twenty-first century. 
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EPILOGUE 


va Darvil be done. Thy will be done. Darvil be done. Thy will be done. 
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